FOREIGN LANDS
I HAD been to a first night at the opera, and
had seen in the boxes more resplendent
gowns and had noted the flashing of more jewels
than had been visible in the opera-houses of
Paris and New York of late years. The numberless
cars, only half of which could be parked in the
square, the abundance of liveried servants, the
whole setting, seemed to negate the notion that
the world was sick of a fever. Rome, to all
appearance, was resolved to deny that a social
revolution was in progress. A few weeks earlier
I had been in the great opera-house of Moscow,
where the singing and the acting were just as
good, where the dancing was better, and where
the stage was no less resplendent. In Moscow,
snow was falling on the boards (they were playing
Pique-Dame\ whereas in Rome Don Pasquale's
garden was bright with flowers.
The aspect of the Moscow theatre, with its
audience of five, thousand men and women, had
an effect akin to that of the music of the scene
with the Commander in Don Giovanni. These
people clad mostly in drab garments, though here
and there a bright dress was visible, were craving*
for illusion as they sat looking on and listening